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CHAPTER IV.

The moon bad sunk lieliind the l'«powoi|r
h 11-. >nti the hustle ami eteifushni ol Aim eftiup
well nigh subsided into silence, when it was

anuouneed to General Putnam that an old
man and a young girl desired to speak with
hini He immediately gave the order for their
admittance; and, in spite of her assumed courageand the clone pressure of her grandfather°s
hand. Molly Graham felt her liiubs tremble
leneath her, when they stood alone in the
presence of the redoubted chieftain.

The old man, after bowing his gray head in
token of resjiect, stood erect as the General him*11'.but the maiden courtesied without daring
tn raise her eyes. Putnam gazed at them a

moment in silence, and then, in the deep, brie!
tone.- that besjKike the man of action, asked.

Vour business, friends. In what can 1 aid
you .'

Molly looked up. and gathered courage, for
there was something in that weather-l>eateii,
hut honest, open face, that mado each one that

i i. r_.i ,l. a _i- /i i tir_ i

gazeu u|M>n u leei me irum 01 uwonu tvusnington'swords, when he said to Putnam, "Sir.
you seem to have the faculty of infusing your
own spirit into your tr«x)ps." Relinquishing
her grandfather'a hand, ahe stepped forward,
iiiid iirietly but succinctly related her tale.
When she spoke of young Stanforth's halt at
tlie house of Glover, a frown gathered on the
officer's brow, which grew dark as the night
w itliout, as she went on to detail the plot of the
traitors, hut. without mentioning their names
tor she had l>een determined from the first not
to implicate Bill Glover, if possible, for his
family's sake. But suddenly the General interruptsher with, in his deep, stern tonee.

Who are these men ? Their names, girl!"
She hesitated ; and he impatiently repeated,

a- he strode across the floor.
Their names, 1 say ! Of course, you know

themW by don't you tell!"
' I dure not,'1 was the low but firm reply.
Ha! How now !" exclaimed the chieftain,

pausing abruptly before her, and gazing in her
liice. And may 1 ask why you can't tell?"
lie added, with a blending of sarcasm and suspicionin his tone, after a moment's pause.
" Because.because," she began, struggling

to keep back the tears. " one of them, who is
hut the dupe of the other, has been kind to
me and, besides, he has a large family of little
helpless children. One of them helped me to
come hereto-night: and if troublo overtakes
them, it must come through some other hands
than mine. 1 have told you all I can, sir, and
told the truth. Come, gran'ther, let us go
home." he added, taking the old man's hand,
and turning away.

stay! ' exclaimed the General. " It is no
great matter; we shall get at the bottom of
tin* affair, somehow: so you may keep your
secret. won't even ask your grandfather to
betray it." he added, smiling. " Tell Whiting
to request Colonels Hazen and Sheldon to come
tu my quarters," he said, to the sentinel at the
.i
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Vou are n good girl, and I wish half our

troops had your pluck.a good girl, and a
brave one. and. I suppose, an old man like me
may he permitted to add, a pretty one, too.
The British wonder how we hold out so well,
my old friend." he said, turning to Andie
Graham; ''hut, did they know our women,
they would not ask again ''

"True, returned the old man, with simple
dignity " it is wonderful to see how the hands
of the feelje are strengthened, and the courageof the strong nmn Ihond in the hearts of little
children. But hath He not said, ' As thy dayis, so shall he thy strength !"

Colonels Sheldon and flaxen soon entered
and. after a rapid statement of the case by the
(. nerul and a few more questions addressed
to them by the two first-named officers, Andie
Graham and his grand-daughter were free to
depart.

As they were turning away, i'utnam, ever
quick ami imjietuous in all his movements and
feelings, stepped forward, and laying his hand
on Molly's head, said, fervently.

God bless you, my daughter. You have
done a good deed to-night, and the memory of
ii win i*« * lur NMrnwan prtw 01
man Vet, remi'mlier, General l'utnam thanks
yon front his heart; and, hy God's help, youreff irtH to save these brave men Hhall not be in
vain Ho. there, Whiting! An escort for this
old man and maiden! ''

Andie (irahum hastened to decline the profbredescort and, accompanied by Sheldon,whose ih eji interest in the fate of his favorite
villi;: nil., .t le i him to prosecute his inquiries-fill further left the room At the gate, theyfound Harry Lawton awaiting them, with'thebridle of his horse tlirown over his arm. The
young trooper belonged to tiio company towhom orders had just heen despatched to holdthem-elvi s in readiness to mount; and Sheldons brow darkened as he recognised him;and his stern "How now, Lawton. made the
V»ug girl tremhle

With u low bow. young Lawton stated that'e- Ioel [sTiiiis-iun from bis captain to ride onm ud\ancc of bis tnsip, in order to escort bis'"d neijjhlsirs home- imit ».»
vm»v in- wan **n,vI In* companions at tin* " Bond,' about a mile1***low

Hii* would have probably availed him littlow,di the strict disciplinarian, had it not beenfor a glance the latter caught of Molly'* face,as the light from I'utnain * windows fell broadupon it. Sholdon possessed the key to thatexpression in his own experience, and the frown
t-'-1 vplace to a smile, as he said.W ell. well, for once in the way, it may do.But - e that you do not linger," he added, decidedly.

II did not linger.even though Andrew'Iraham hurried through the little yard, inter'"ptingthe young brother a* lie l»ounded outto meet them, and took him back to his grnndmothers side.at least, only for a moment, justto listen to a lew such sweetchiding* as these:'"Do Ik* more careful, Harry! You are so'' 'glide-.*, so venturesome. For your mother svike.f.r mine! If this news of mine shouldbring evil u|s>n you, I should die!"And the warm tears, so long repressed, fellfreely ,,n tjM. young trooper's baud." Why. Molly, who would have thought oftin ning coward, at last.-you, whom (JenI'utnamhiinsrll has called hrave this verynight.brave and g<s>d. as you arc ; you, who"Hie always hail an encouraging word for alellow, Imfore! If you hadn't acted so bravely' '"ght, 1 should think you had caught some*f the cowardice of the Tories down in Olover'sr*gion said the young trooper, as he drew herto his side.
It s just that that troubles me, Harry. \ our' naturally so lut«tj and venturesome.soi»re|,;^ (,| y,,uraelf j and I, bv my silly words,>'*vc made you worse. Ob, if anything should"*P|*»ii to yon "

W by, what will happeo, more thau has atimes, ^ou little mouse ? There will be* 'vuek ride, a few moments' sharp lighting;with Suiiforth and his bride.for I'm de'M,n,'dto have her. too.in our midst, we
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Hba.ll reach the camp bv sunrise. when I will
ask leaxe to come oxer here, and you shall be
#x... «;~t u..~i. «» .......v....
t,u. > >» ... IUUI I V/.. ».C w.y.and worn out now. A good night's rest will
make another girl of you,'' replied the young
man. gaily.

' I hope so, Harry. But. sometimes, my
courage is every hit gone. General Putnam
would not call mo brave now. See, how 1
tremble; and my hnnds are cold as ioe."

But your lijM are warm as your heart, and
that never was cold or unkiud to any living
thing, yet," returned the young lover, kissing
her again and again, ere he sprung upon his
horse, and then, with her " Remember. Harry!"
ringing in his ears, dashed down the street.

CHAPTER V.

Notwithstanding the fatigues of the previous
night, Molly Graham was up with the sun the
next morning. The dark forebodings that so

sadly shadowed her parting from her love* had
mingled with her dreams during the night, and
she rose weak and disquieted, longing for the
hour to oome whon the sound of his voice
should again assure her of his safety.

She wits not alone in her anxiety. The
events of the preceding night had sadly distortedtlie usual quiet current of life in Andie
Graham's dwelling, and even his calm face
looked excited; and. instead of going to his
I I .1 I ll-.J il 1 !

lauor as usuai, iic waited me room, or oui 10
tin* front gate, where young Andie sat perched
on a jKiet that commanded a view of the road
to the south. The grandmother pattered about
among the pans and pails in the kitchen, as
usual: but, somehow, things in her department
did not go on with their accustomed regularity;
for the pewter plates, which she set down
against the andirons to dry. went trundling
into the ashes; and in her haste to save them,
the good dame dropped her bunch of wet scouring-gmssinto a jam of milk. Well she might
wonder "whnt the posset had got into her."

' I see nothing of them,*' said the old man,
coming in from the front yard. " They must
have passed the Bend before we were up. If
Harry gets leave to come over, as he said, he
will be most likely to go to his father's first. I
guess I'll go across to the 'Squire's, and see
what news they may have got."

Kven as he spoke, the figure of some one

passing darkened the kitchen window ; and instantlyrecognising young Stanforth, Molly
sprang forth with a cry of joy to meet him.
and.not her lover, as she fondly thought, but
his gray-haired father One glance at their
sorrowful faces, and that cry of joy was turned
into a groan and, trembling with terror, the
|K>or girl caught at a chair for support; while
her grandfather came forward to meot them,
saying.

" You bring us bad news, I fear, my friends.
But He will not try us beyond our strength.
t>[»eak on."

"Squire Lawton advanced, and taking Molly's
hand in his, tried to spoak.# Kvery line and
wrinkle in his weather-beaten face was quiveringwitli grief, and, unable to command his
voice, he as suddenly dropped it, and turned
awav to the window with a deep groan.

" He is dead! Oh, he is dead Harry Lawtonis dead! God have mercy on me !'' cried
the girl, clinging to her old grundtiitlu-r in
u irnnw nf irrinf Hh I Irnour Iwiu* if uvtiiM lm
-Sjv,,v "* ft"," > ' """ » «»«««

all the while! I have killed him ! "
Young Stanforth approached, and, taking

her hand. Haid. while tne tear* filled his eyes.
"This is. indeed, a bitter reward for your

kindness. But, God is my witness. I had rather
died in prison than brought all this sorrow

upon you!"
"Then the lad is indeed gone?" said old

Andie Graham, sadly.
" Either dead or a prisoner, and wc fear the

first," returned the young officer. " After the
skirmish, which was a bloody one. when the
signal of recall was sounded to call off the pursuers,young Lawton's horse, with an empty
saddle drenched in blood, came tearing into
the ranks. Diligent search was made for the
body, but in vaiff So there is a /tope, at least,
that he lives."

But whatever hope there was in this circumstance,it was lost on Molly; for ho had not
ceased speaking, when her overtasked nerves

gave way, and she sank fainting to the floor.
The young officer raised her in his arms, and
laying her on the bod, which, as was customaryin those days, occupied one corner of the
large room, with the readiness and tenderness
of a woman, assisted the terrified grundmother
and the sobbing Andie in recalling her to life.
At length, their efforts were crowned with success.The poor girl opened her eyes; but the
moment they rested oo the young man's uniform,she closed ^-m again, with a deep
groau: and the hoavy-heartod officer resigned
her to the hands of her friends, while he turned
to give old Andrew Graham the particulars of
the skirmish which had cost them all so dear.

It seems that Young Lansing, acting unon

the information brought him by Bill Glover,
had indeed doubled bin troops, and, after sendingMiss Atwater and her undo forward under
the escort of a few trusty men and their house
servants, guided by Jennings, had attacked the
Lieutenant and his small party, and made than
prisoner*, though not until Home of his men
were killed, and the young man himself scverelywounded in his shoulder. Hastily binding
and gagging their prisoners, to prevent their
giving the alarm, they left them on the spot, all
but the Lieutenant, whom they placed in the
centre of the tr<x»p. with two heavy dragoons
for guards, ami set off at a rapid gallop to overtaketheir party in advance.

We were passing at a rapid pace,*' continuedthe young man, " through a hollow, about
four miles Ixdowthe scene of our capture, when
we ciWight sight of our advance party, rising
the brow of a hill; while at the same momentthe Hound of a body of hone, coming at
full Njieed in our rear, came sweeping down on
the wind. There wan one moment's halt, and
then ordefs were giveu to push on in silence.
Instantly every rein was tightened, and we
cleared the distance between us and the brow
of the hill, just in time toseeour advance partyattacked l»y a laxly of men who sprung, as it
seemed, from ft narrow path or sheep-track
tliat led into the woods on the right.

' It was too dark to distinguish faces or uniformsAt that distance; hut the shout that
they gave as they charged, told me at once that
it Mas a party of my own hrave troop Their
shout was answered from our roar; and knowingthat retreat was cut off. young Lansing and
his men fought like heroes. Tneir numbers
were about equal, and for a few moments the
strife wus horse to horse, and hand to hand.
From the first, the dragoons at my side had
had orders to guard me, at the peril of their
lives ; hut the excitement of the scene proved
too much for the patience of one of them, and
he dashed into the melee By this time, our

comrades in the rear had pressed upon us,
until my guard found himself about opposite
the narrow sheep-track before alluded to, and
which our men in the heat of the strife had
left unguarded. He instantly noised the bridle
of iny home, and dashed down it at full speed.
Had it not been for my wounded shoulder,
which the frosty air rendered exceedingly stiff
and painful, or had I even had a weapon of any
kind, I wouldn't have asked anything 1>etter
than ten minutes alone with the rascal there.
As it was, I was obliged to yield to my fate.
We had not cleared many rials, when a horseman,bearing what seemed to be a woman in
his arms, dashed past us like the wind. Then
followed the quick report of a pistol; and the
stout dragoon at my side went tumbling to the
ground. Before I could gather up my reins
and look round, young Lawton dashed past
mr, crying, gaily, ' I settled that fellow for you.
Come on, Lieutenant, there is work for you,
ahead!'

'*1 needed no second invitation; but, putting
purs to my horse, was nearing him rapidly,when a hall from the first horseman, missing
young Lawton, for whom it was intended,
struck my horse in the breast, and he fell dead.
Kxtricating myself as quick as possible, 1 ran
forward, just as Harry returned the oompliraontby a well-aimed shot at the horse of the
foe. It took effect; and before the wan oould
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disengage himself from the struggling beast, a

blow from the butt of the young trotter's pistolhad silenced him; and when I reached the
spot, be WES supporting the fainting form of a

woman, whom he instnntly plaeed in my arms,

saying, g»dy. 'There, sir. take her; she is truly,
as father would say, the spoil of my bow and
spear. 1 promised myself and another that I
would give her to you to night, and I have kept
my word. But, mount, sir, mount! he udded,
running forward and catching the horse of tny
dead guard, that was grazing quietly by the
roadside.

- It was only then.' continued the young
officer, with deep emotion. ' that I comprehendedwho it wiu that I held in my arms.

that it was my betrothed wile, from whom the
will of Mr. Andrews had {to long separated
me. 1 tried to speak.to thank him.hut he
cut me short bv saving, as he helned mo into
the saddle, and placed the lady in ray arras.
Don't stay to tulk now: this path will

lead you out on to the main road, a mile or

two above here. Then, ride ou. sir, in Heaven's
name, for.hark! the rascal* have fought their
way through, and are Hying down the road
I have a score or two to settle with some of
thera yet!' and. springing into his Middle, he
sped back to join in the pursuit of the enemy,
who, as he said, were in full retreat down the
road.

" The last person who can give any account
of hitn is Corporal Davis; and he says he was
then engaged in a hand-to-hand struggle with
Captain Lansing himself."
A smothered groan burst from poor Molly,

while the young man added, after a pause.
' 1 cannot give him up! He was a favorite

with the whole troop, and a better, braver
soldier could not be found in the ranks!"
"That is true, though I had said it myself."

said 'Squire Lawton. striving to compose his
feelings, as he seated himself near where the
sobbing maiden lay : ' nor a better son. He
was over-hasty; and Heaven knows, I have
often looked for this. He was all we had. and
(lod alone knows how dear we held him yet
had I a dozen sons." he added, with a bitter
compression of the lips, "the country should
have them all!"
"Oh. no, no!" sobbed Aunt Sara, "think

of your wife, 'Squire! of the js>or heart-broken
mother!"

" 1 do, Heaven knows I do, neighbor Graham; but better to die like my brave boy,
than live a slave!''

" And it was only last night, only last night,
he promised me to b&careful, not to run into
danger," cried Molly, raising herself up, and
gazing piteouslv in 'Squire Lawton's face.
'' Oh, little did I think, as I rode along lost
night, that 1 was bringing him to his death. I
thought he would praise me. 4^nd now.Oh,
Harry! Harry! why didn't 1 die with you?"
Young Ntanforth turned aside to conceal his

tears, while Andie Graham, with a voice in
which reproof vainly struggled with pity, strove
to recall the maideu to a sense of submission
to God.

''Molly. Molly, child!" lie said, "this is
wrong.selfish.sinful! Where is the faith
on which you have been taught to rely in the
lay of adversity and trouble Let not the
potsherd strive aguinst its Maker. Look up,
my child! and remember that it is in mercy
that He chasteneth the children of men. Rebel
not against your only refuge! "

" The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken
away," began the maiden, hut grief was us

yet stronger than faith ; and, burying her face
in the pillows, she Bobbed bitterly."Oh. 1
cannot, gran'ther, I cannot say it! You do
not, cannot know how much he was to me! "

" We did know it, Molly," said 'Squire Lawton,pressing her hand in his broad palm ;
*' little as you thought it, we did know it. Aiiu
we knew, too, how much he thought of you,
and we were proud.his mother and 1.proud
and happy to look forward to the time when
we should call you daughter, and our lonely
old house be malle bright by the presence of
our children. Many's the time that Eunice
and I have talked it ull over; and now.it's a

dreadful thing to be left childless at a blow,
neighbors," he added, as ho brushed aside the
fast scalding tears with the back of his brawnyhand.

"It is, neighbor," said old Andie Graham,
with genuine Hynipnthv ; "hut, as our voung
friend says, "there is room lor hofie, still."

Squire Lawton shook his head, as he replied."Few that see the inside of their pris
ons come out alive, neighbor."

" But he shall! " cried the young oflicer, earneatly.""I will find hiin if he ia alive, and
take no rent, night nor day, until [ give him
back to your anna, even if I have to ranaom
him with my own liberty. Thia ia the leaat 1
can do,'' he went on. turning to Molly. "towardadiacharging the heavy debt that I and
another owe to your gcnermg^tindness."

" I need not aay how d^Ahat other isftn
me," he added, in a low t^ra; but alio longa
to aee you, to thank you herself, and to sympathizewith you in thia great sorrow. On ! believeme, we both feel that life itself ia dearly
purchased at a ransom this! "

" I do," alio replied, tMn calmly. " He was

always talking about you.telling how good
and brave you were: and that was one thing
that made me so anxious to get iTcwh to the
camp. I thought he would blame me if I did
not. is," ahe added, with a deep sigh,
while the great tear* fell over her cheeks, 11 we

knew about your and Miss Annie's affairs, and
often wished we could do something to help
you. It was little we thought how it would
end!"

Keeling that grief like hers must have its
natural course, and that she would lai better
left to the care of her friends, young Stanforth
and Squire I.aw ton rose to leave, but not until
Molly hail ascertained that Bill Glover had
tnken no part in the skirmish, though strongly
susfierted of having a hand in the plot. It was
with some difliculty. and only by pleading tractiveservices of little Johnny, that the griefstrickengirl drew from the young officer a

promise to leave him and his family unmolested
until he had further proof.
Young Stanforth nobly redeemed his promise.He spared no exertions nor expense m

his efforts to find out the place of Hurry Lnvr
ton's imprisonment, if alive: and General I'utnain,who had by no means forgotten the

young girl's visit to the camp, entered warmly
into the affair, und afforded him every facility
in his power. But it was all in vain ; Sir
Henry Clinton and General Tryon both denied
all knowledge of such a prisoner; and hope
gradually died out of the most sanguine heart.

Tlio \nonc officer and bis betrothed ucri>

much at Andic Graham s. They were the last

[ ersons who had wen and w|xikrn with her
nver; for them he hud perilled hie life; and
the poor girl took a kind of mournful pleasure
in listening to their voices us they dwelt on hie
bravery und virtues.

I'oor child! she had struggled hard to hMr
siibiniNnively to a stroke, which the rigid teflKb
in which she had been trained taught her to
view an a sore but kindly chastisement from
Heaven but there came hours when the humanwithin her rose against this thought, and
made the struggle exceedingly bitter
One thing seemed to give her pleasure.

When young Stanforth. true to his promise,
sent a messenger to Bill Glover's, with a fiddle
for Johnny, the man returned, saying that he
found the house deserted, and no one knew
whither the fnmilr had gone. She felt that
she was clear of tfieir ruin, at least.
The Lieutenant and Miss Atwater had delayedtheir marriage many weeks, out of delicacytoward her* and would have continued

to do so, but she lagged them to deter it no

longer, and herself appointed the day.
One cold wintry night, it might huve been

a week or so previous to the day namod for the
Lieutenant's nuptials. Andie Graham's family
sat later than usual arouud the blazing fire.
The group was the saute that were gathered
there a few months before, and yet the most
calm ohaorver would have felt that the painful
but purifying touch of sorrow had been ii|sin
them, The old man read, whispering the
words to himself, from a volume of sermons;

wp»

*4

rioiv
I E T 0 H ; JOHN (i. WHIT

, THURSDAY, SEPT
a . ,i:.. JJ i ,i - i .i i i
.nuuit; iitiuuru in lilt? runin. nuu urrw iku'K

his bare feet uneasily, as the falling emliers
came too near: Aunt Sara knit, as usual, but
often pausing to glance anxiously in Molly's
face, who sat gazing dreamily into the fire.
Suddenly they all started, and the maiden becamepale as death, at the sound of some one

singing in the fields back of the house.
" Some rattle-headed lads on their way to

the camp," said the old man. as he closed bis
Issik Hut the voice came nearer and nearer,
until, clear and soft as a Hute. it rose beneath
their windows, singing the chorus of an old
Jacobite song, that Andie Graham s own grandmotherhad learned amid the glens of Scotland:

" Then gather, thon gather.
Ye lads o'er the heather.

To see him again,
To see hiui again.

While every one swells the loud huzza
lie's i-ouiing again,
lie's coming again."

They all sprang to their feet; hut before
Molly could reach the door, it was Hung oj>en.
and the figure of little Johnny Glover appeared,
paler, more shrunken and distorted than ever.
Hut the girl heeded hiui not for l»ehind him
came another person, and wiUi a loud cry she
sprung torward, and was clasped in the arms
that were extended to receive her.

" Harry! Harry Lawton! thank God! thank
God!'' broke from the astonished group, while
little Johnny capered up to the hearth, and
rubbing his hands with delight, cried.

"There, take him. Molly! Johnny kinder
thought ye'd like to see him agin. Hut it is
trouble enough I've had with him. running his
head into all manner of Torv messes, iesi like
a silly partridge into one of Bill's snares. But
whore's the man with the tassel 011 his shoulder? Johnny wants his fiddle."'
And trouble enougli he had had. Recording

to Harry I.awton's own account: for it was
wonderful how the simple-hearted little fellow
had succeeded in assisting the young trooper
to escape from his prison, and hud led him
through all sorts of dangers, hack to his
friends.

He had his fiddle.not only the one promised.hnt the tiest which could he found in the
country ; and at the double wedding, which
followed shortly after, we doubt if there was a

prouder or happier being among the whole
gay company tnaii Johnny, when called upon
to play a favorite air for the dancers.

Bill Glover led a wandering, lawless sort of
life among the Cow-boys of Westchester county,hut Johnny went home no more. He spent
his short life in wandering from one friend's
house to another.the child of the neighborhood,delighting the children and the old peoplewith his music, hut watched over with unfailingtenderness hy the Stanforths and hawtons,whose descendants cherish his memory
even to this day.

For the Natiouol Era
ANNIE BLEEPING.

BY CAROLIKR A. BRIUUS

Sleep on, dear child ami would I too
The gentle trick might borrow.

Mocking the while, with sweet reprieve.
The sure, forthcoming sorrow,

but the days pass .and travels on, though slowly,
The blinding woo tny dim eyes soe not wholly.
Oh, weary eves '.how long since sleep

a. 11.:. .....

Ilns shed tho balsam of itd peart)
In such completeness o'er ye!

Ye are tired now, and heavy with long weeping.
And dcareoly knttw the feel el «|uiet "looping
Yet wax I on-'e a AJltlc rhild.
Ah tnc, hut I am dreaming'

And druiumt arc vain, and drcatuit are wild.
And hardly worth the seeming;

And life has lesson* stern ns fate, and sterner.
And I, of all, have been its saddest learner.

And yot, not so; are there not depths
My soul has not attained to?.

Teachings ofhard, hnrd wretchedness,
That I am not ordainod to ?

Mas not the Father graciously and kindly
Led the whole way, ulthough I followed Mindly ' Led

the whole way, through tears and grief.
Ami wild, heart-breaking anguish.

Holding my hand in Hi* or lest
The human in me languish.

And bidding mo look up through grief and sighing,
Keyond the earth where earthly hopes lay dying "'

»
Sleep, little vhild I too, some day,

Shall slumber as benignly;
With my hands elaspod liko yours, my lips

Smile-chiseled as divinely;
And so I will not envy thy sweet sleeping,
Knowing for mo like rest my God is keeping.

DEMOCRACY OF ICIFJICE Ho. 13.

by johiah holbrook.

A " cKNT-an-ouNt'k' system of postage for
all matter at all distances would give great
progress to the " IH;moc*a» y ok S< it ser.," and
an immense revenue to the Government. The
I'ost Oftioe is the people's department of the
Government; more directly, intimately, arid
deeply affecting the greatly-varied interests of
every citizen than all the other departments
united, coming home to the intellectual, social,
moral, bus.ness, and reciprocal relations of
every man. woman, and child, in the community.
No other agency hut the I'ost Ofliee is in anv

measure adequate to the diffusion among All
classes. in all place*, of the light of scienee ami
of the mail. No service «utj»ahlc of Isoug renderedto our citi#n* fly thin agency is so high
or mo |iervading a* thin seine diffusion light. It
in the only agency fitted for the work, and the
highest work within the jiower of the agency.
There in a dignity, a majesty, a Hiihlimity. a

glory, in the thought of twenty thouHund depositor*and agencies lor receiving and distributing.Hinong twenty or thirty millions of citi*ens.member* of the *fnue fraternity, light
which illuminates the mind and liftH up the
houI to the Source from which it emanated.
A Hystc.ni rif isistage at once simple, liberal,

and cnlightcneu. would )>e no lorn effective and
powerful in multiplying and invigorating the
wheel* of business. than in the diffusion of
knowledge. It would Act in motion thousand*
and inflhon* of new wheel* never contemplated
or dreamed of, while it would give greatly-increa*edenergy to^he whole machinery of hu*ine**.Transmitting samples of gooil* #i»r determininga husinoM* transaction, aid<*l hy the
telegraph for executing it, would add to the
economy, the dispatch, and the energy of businessoperations, to an extent beyond the reach
of calculation. In simplicity, uniformity, certainty,and safety, no carrying agency for small
fxirknges can equal the National I'ost Office ;

affording business facilities for which all would
cheerfully and gladly pay at higher rates than
to Kxpresses or any other transporting agencies.
A cent an ounce is sixteen dollars a hundred

rwmiiilj » o»i A t that rate.fnrimntr an
- n

estimate on the ground that the mail* on the
*ix or aeven thousand route* would averngo
one hundred pound* each pawuige. three trine
a week.the receipt* to the Government would
lie more than thirty million* of dollar* a year.
Looking at the American Poet Office a* a hu*ineeaeetuhliahiuent, conducted upon the eiinplc
principlee of buninea* for carrying freight at
one cent an ounce, and what intelligent h iainea*man can ooino ui any other reeult in u

calculation, but va*t resource*?
By railroad conveyance, freight ia carried

from New York to Cincinnati for one dollar,
and one fifty cent*, a hundred pound*. Under
the propoeed plan, the Government would reeeivesixteen dollar* a hundred from New York
to Brooklyn, a (manage of fifteen minute* ; and
from each of tlie twenty thounand poet office*
to it* nearest neighbor fie it ten mile* or half a

mile.
Not to *peak of tli* numberlea* now apring*

of huHince*, with vaatly-increaaed power to all,
in moving commercial operation*, it would add
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to the interest* of Agriculture and the mechanicart* increased energies and greatly-multipliedfacilities. Knot*, weds, scions, plants,
samples of wheat, tobacco, and other products,
and numerous article* interesting to farmers,
could Is* sent by a process simple, direct, and
certain, from anv place to anv place in the
Unioa.
Whether viewed in it* mighty and pervading

r- »u,. . .f i ..1^1 i
vuti ^icp lur tui' uruuiunuii ui fciiuwicup?. wn mi

relations general kindly intercourse, juitriotism.commercial operations agricultural and
manufacturing interests. or Government resources.no intelligent mind, under a full, care*

ful, and candid investigation of the subject,
can probably come to but one conclusion on
the general results of a "cknt-an-ocnce" systemof mintage for all matter safe to be carried.at all distances, except across the Jtocky
Mountains.

For the National Era.
ELLIE

by mrs. ii. i.. bostwicx.

From a meadow .sloping west.
Full of April lamlm at play.

Cams one. whiter than the rest.
From its merry mates away

Came beside me. as I dreamed
And I marked its lifted eye

Ibid a pleading look, that seemed
Full ofrad humanity.

As with soft earesa 1 howed,
I'itving. toward the lonely one.

When behind u purplo cloud
Sank the crimson harvest sun.

On its neck a wreath J found,
And 1 knew the rosos there.

Were the roaos that I hound
Yestcriuorn in Kllie'a hair.

Then it vanished; and in huic,
hike an amber-falling dew.

l>ied the loveliest of day*;
lint I marked with straining view.

Passing through the gales of gold
That the Sun had left apart.

The Hood Shepherd of the Fold,
With the lauih upon his heart.

Trembling.culling Kllie's name.

With a faint and fearful cull.
Woke 1 then, us morning'* flaiue
Kindled on my chamber wall Kindled

on the pillow white.
Quivered o'or a little head,

Where the straying hair wax bright.
Long and xolt. and riugloted

Kllie lay hesido nio there,
And the rose-light, as I gated,

llathed the dimpled shoulder* hare.
Tinged the velvet cheek upraised.

llut the soul's sweet curtains drawn.
Stirred not. oped not. as I wept,

And 1 knew my lamb had gone
With the Shepherd while I slept.

Ellie's grave ix green and gay,
Hut our fields are hare and cold ;

Who would call my lamb away
Front the shelter of the Fold '

Edinburgh, Ohio.

For the National Kra.
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CHAPTER I
" Away down East.''.Anew.

' Who has not hcuril of " Down Kant''.the
far-famed land of pumpkins, shingles, slabs
and tall sprouts of the non descript genus, ol
whom Holiness

" whey-faced hrothor, that delight* to wear
A weedy flux of ill-conditioned hair,1'

wan indubitably one ? Whence the term came
we cannot tell. Perhaps the boat derivator
in a cliissical one of reoont invention. If w<
remeinlier aright, Herodotus speaks of a re
markalile ''eatubathmus." or descent, gomewere011 tlie confines of ancient Kgypt. By n

singular propriety, then, the term has been
transferred to the locality of our pyramida of
alalia. Nothing. however, in more ddhcult to
tix than the exact position of this "eatubathmus,"or, in plain Knglish, jumping-off place.
Ferhftpa the only Hure method of going " Airtiy
Down Kast," would be to dive oft'Cape Race
Rock. Hut if the reader will akip over two
hundred miles of a railway transit from Boston,
we' will try to find the whereabouts of thin very
inyHterioua " barathrum."

CHAl'TKIt II. #
" Kvil beasts, alow bellies.".Paul nA Til. i, 12.

Behold uh, then, sipiat upon the aummit of a
alow coach ut the railway terminus in Waterville.Maino. The burly driver collects his
victims, and we immediately diaap|a.*ar in an
immense dust-cloud. Kverything soon began
to weur the uppcaranco of a miller on Saturdaynight. Away we were trundled, at the
rule of nearly three miles to the hour, catching
glimpse* occasionally of our feet, and of the
driver's head, encircled by a halo of dust. By
and by we began to prefer an Arabian simoom,
or the storied sand-storms of Sahara; and
pulling an old felt over our eyes, began nervouslyto "look for an opening." Pfetty soon
the driver " brakes un." and a small ascent is
develop* il ahead. A brisk flagellation immediatelyensues, hut wo begin to Isjlieve the
mull a mutual paradox. that tlm bottom of 11

wheel new turns. A corpulent gentleman
inside promise* to get out. if be can ho mend
miittcrn. At thin juncture tin ox-team ovnrtukertand passes iih, with a load of luty, Our
la-asts snuff the provoking odor, and forthwith
we are l>orne rapidly along in chase. They
continue their sjwed until the hay in lout to
night under the [Mirtals of a hospitable barn,
and then reHiime all their natural languor.
TIiun we travelled our tediouK miles, and a two
days' journey, relieved only by occasional relays,brought us to the lvltima Thulo of the
stages The road impigned directly upon a
comfortable house at the foot of a picturesque
lake, and there we decided to erect our ne jilus
iillin, tor ut least a night.

CnAPTKR III.
" Tliis lonesome lake, like to it sea, among vo (noun-

nun* ii p,

Awl like a gin** 'loth uliov* their ahupiin, awl ukc yo
loud* awl .'ku K

Ood lay* bin chamber*' beam* therein, that all hi*
(tower may know,

And holdi'th in hi* fiat ye wind* that cl*o would mar

yo *how.''.A an nil Tradition.
Theae quaint line* are anitl to have Ixvn inmrilted, two hundred yearn ago. upon a " pieceof hirchen hark," at the outlet of Luke Winnipiaeogee.For the entire poem, we refer the

reader to that intc-reeting imitation of the ancientainiplicity and freahneax of atyle."/.cut rt

from Margaret Smith * Journal." The granite
rock, with ita corroded inaeription atlehting
that exploration, Mill rear* ileelf ahove the
hlue wavea of tlie lake. The mountain*, and
that beautiful*

" mirror where the *tar* and mountain* view
The *tillne*a of their aaooct in aach trace
It* clear depth yield* of thair far height awl hue,"

exhibit no Iraea of change; hut the aavage
tribe*, and the grand old threat, and the primevalname of that lovely region, have panned
away Around our lake in Maine, however,
thing* atill wear a very primitive aapect It ia
hardly twenty yearn cinoe the pioneer aetiler
erected hia log cabin on the shore, whence accea*to the market* wm meet convenient. The
lumbermen have indeed penetrated the foreat,
and felled the lordly pine*, but atill a gloomyverdure overanreaa* the hills, and clothe* all
the ahores The mooae atill reaorta to ita old
baunta, and heoomea the prey of our amateur

MporUmeo, who crowd thither every aummer.
But primitive feature* are rapidly changing,
and fa*hiofiahle immigration from our heated
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cities in working a channel even into these
wilds. Hotels and stcnmlmata. and even a post
office, are among the prevent luxuries of these
Northern regions: and tfie otlier wonders, and
also the follies of the ape, are expected soon to
follow.
We sailed up the lake on a cloudy morning

The fitful, eddying mists assumed the most
fantastic forms, and the weird creations of the
frequent gusts called to remembrance the picturedspectres of the Hrocken. that had terrified
our childish fancy. At times the murky air
blackened the lake, and seemed to mingle with
its inky waters, while the Spirit ot Darkness
might he wen brooding upon the deep, as over
ancient Chaos Suddenly then a strong blast
would sweep the vapors to the shore, and rollingup the mountains, they would pile Ohm
darkly upon I'elion, and augment a hundred
fold the hugeness which they swathed. But
very seldom, if more than once, did the clouds
suddenly gape and close again, shedding the
pure light of heaven down for a moment u|>on
the troubled scene, which grejw ten times
blacker and more confused when the radiance
was withdrawn.
On hoard our Isiat. however, a cheerful companylent an agreeable contrast to the external

gloom. The ate&m-whiatle occasionally startledthe echoes with its piercing slirnk, white
sin old and sooty sheet-iron Indian, that ornamentedthe top of the smoke-pipe, bent hithow.and took a determined aim, hut vacillated
with the tremor of the boat, m> that lie could
never satisfactorily discharge the shaft
We passed Mount Kinco.a bold bluff that

rises seven hundred feet from the waters of tlie
Lake, and makes you think that one of the
sentinel rocks" of the City of Kims has been

securely anchored there. Look long at that
neat white house at the base of the cliff, for
there shines the last white paint that glistcmthisside of Canada. Soon we arrive at a

structure designated in the brilliant advertisementsas "Railroad Wharf." We have traversedthe length of the l.ake. and now let us

try the cars.

CUAPT Kit IV.
' iluui inula ligatur

Tola aliit bora.".llor.
Is this a railroad that 1 see l>efore me ' Oar

ideas of this invention are inseparably connectedwith a literal chimin da fir. Kxpress
trains, suioke, cinders, dust, din. and lortymiles-an-hourspeed, rise up in \isioii at the
name of railroad. Rut what have we here f
Two oxen, driven tandem over a corduroy
path.the frame-work of a dirt ear, with four
iron wheels, and logs withal for the machine
to advance upon. The President. Directors,
and Company of this road are not known
throilirli the iiiilioiiuei-iiii-iit. if di vidi-iiils or tin-

issuing of reports; hut hiicIi a remarkable
monument of their enterprise is a sufficient nonienclator.Before engaging passage, we were
ho prudent as to inspect our team, and having
concluded that for bottom they were unsurpassed,hut for speed indifferent, wo did not
hesitate to walk on the track two miles to a

hospitable shanty, which covered us lor the
night. The express train followed on liehind.
We have since ascertained that the rate ol
passenger trains is generally one mile and a

third per hour. When the conductor stojm to
pick blueberries, which grow beside the track,
some time is inevitably lost. Freight trains
proceed at a more careful pace. The engines
uppcar to consume hut little fuel; perhaps they
live on Ben Franklin's saw-dust pudding; hut,
to judge from the heft of their yokes, they are
a stiff-necked generation, and so most probably
huI>tut on jietriticd corn-stalks and bean-piles

CUAPTKR V.
" And how \»»s !ho Aovil drvst '

Oh. he was rigged up in his host;
His juekot wuh red, slid his hruoohos wore hlue.
And there was thu hole where his tnileamo through."

('oh i tdg*.
A word about our eostuine. We were not

guilty of patent leather and tight kids. We
were, however, more outliindishly attired than
wus need. Kx|ieeting to he merged in a forest

'i life from the moment of leaving the ears, we
1 were unprepared even to write a good hand in
5 a hotel register which astonished us at the

lake. The misfortune was, that wo had mis-
taken tbo locale ot the jumpmg-off place. Hut,

1 to luukc a long story short, our dress was not
very recherche, but was chiefly admirable tor
the pertinacity with which it resisted all do'composing and disintegrating agents. Oiled
canvass w as a prominent article old felt hats
uud 4ell-grcascd b<sits were also conspicuous.
Guernsey shirts, pistol-holts, and an infinity of
straps and strings, were decidedly in vogue.
Our armory, too. had not been neglected : for
our kind mothers had feared lost evil beasts
should devour us. Hut hud any of us been indictedfor assuult, the omission of an iota from
the usually redundant formula of''guns, clubs,
fists, brickbats, kuivos,'' etc., would have
({uushed the indictment.

CHAPTER VI.
' Yo shall dwell in Itoolhi.";.l*v. xxiii, 42
What a cosy shanty that was, where we

stopped the first night. The bed, of hemlock
twigs, how soft! The coarse blankets, how
warm and that great, roaring fire, how comfortablein the damp woods! Up and down is
hotter thun the monotonous level and a few
rocks peeping through the turf sot off tint luxuriantverdure around, and afford a restingplaceto the sliding feet. The price of wood
does not interfere with our pleasure.

" Bring out groat logs, and let tlfem burn,
And make i» solid rnro of boat,''

for eeonomy is in her garret at home The
n_.. i i IL_ -i .i

liHTrjr nrr, an a main ami iumiim uiroijgfl Ilia

wide hole in thereof. seems n different element
from your sickly Maze that issue* from a few
chip* at the bottom of a narrow, crooked, halfclinkedchimney in the city.

Thin is one dej»ot of the lumbermen of the
Maine wood* There are half-a-dozen of them
ahout the d<air. for it i* supfteij time. Go' in
like no stranger, and greet them affably, and
you ahull reeeive a cordial hospitality, and a
sincere though rough courtcay, which would
make you at ease, though fresh from the finery,
the aifoctation, and the carcase* of our highest
circles." Mr. Jedediah, " the maid," has pre.
pared a auliatantial meal. Sit down to it, on
this hit of timber, and he not fastidious if
treacle sweetens your tea in a tin cup, or if
each one provides his own butter-knife
Who cares fur the " hewers of w<*>d," the

men who provide the rough hoards fur our com-
fortahle mansions.those very hoards so offensiveto the eye that doats upon smoothness and
white paint! Poor Jack, with all his real and
imaginary woes. dons not work or suffer like
the lumberman. They lead the most luliorious
of li\cm hut we, who sigh for the ajy^ur when
the wind hlows, should likewise carry our

pocket handkerchiefs when we go to a saw mill |
or a hardware store During half the year the

ii . «... iu. i- _...i :.i »i._
iuiuifviiiirii iniiiuni in i,iii7 wiam", »iiu iuiihi mr

doepe.it anow*, and in the most intense cold
they prosecute their laborious duties. In the Jearly spring, when dissolving winter has swelled
the icy streams, is the time of their most ardu*
on* and unrelaxing effort*. The myriad* of '

log*, felled during the winter, are to lie eon-
ducted down the foaming river to the mill*.
Now, night and day, continue ince**aiit toil;
and, umid ice. water, and scanty food, the loml*TinanexhaiiHt* hi* energies.nor in a couch
on the wet earth fitted to repair them. What
wonder, then, that con*titutiona are enfeebled
and broken down, and a frightful expenditure
of health made upon the yearly ' drive" of
log* ! Life, alno, i* dangeroualy naked, and not
aeldom i* the uiow thinned by aome terrible accident.They roughly bury the dead by the
river aide, or on the ueaoh of aome lonely lake; a
rude alab ia carved with the ttnal record of the
doceaaed, and the tide of butane** ruaho* on
Parent and friend there ia none to lament,

" And wood* and wafer*, with perpetual noi*e,
Pur him do waku a melancholy taoan

But we aro not able to live always, even in
thia nice ahanty. We are auiuetiinoa benighted
in the wood*, and theu ntuat need* camp out.
We kindle a magnificent fire from the all-ea-

A > 300.
xontinl birch-bark, and, after our frugal meal,
lie down

" With the clear hvivetu o er ua for a canopy,
or else. if we have time, m:tk)> a -light shelter
of hough*: and there, if anywhere, sleep is
sweet.

(to be (-okci.i'ded in oik next )

For the National Era.

IcorraioNT sk<irk,i» account\u to u\r.|
GREENWOOD LEAVES FROM. OVER THE SEA

No. 13.

Hklkabt. Septtmltr 5. 1So2.
Dear Dr. BAit.tr : On the morning of August

Kith, we left Cork for Killarncy, by way of
Bantry and Glongariff. After a short run on
the rail, we took a stage-couch, choosing outsideseat*, like enthusiastic tourists as we arc,
though the day was dark and showery. There
was little in the scenery, and less in the conditionof the country and people, to repay us for
our exposure to wind and weather, until we
reached Kantrjr I can never forget the forlorn,
unmitigated wretchedness of the people who
thronged round us at the little town id Dunmanway. Among the crowd appealing to us

.n all itoaeible variations of the whmo incndieioiiHand niend'O-iou we -:iu not one in «n or

woman in the national costume and cover-all.
the doulde-caped great-coat and the hooded
cloak.all was rspialor and tattcn, anul-mekeiiingand disgusting. Here was infancy, nude
and needy. reaching out its dirty little hands
ami second childhood, heut and tottering. with
palsied palm extended, eyeing you w ith all the
mute wilfulness of a starved spaniel. There
was a full assortment of the halt the humpbacked.and the crippled.all degrees of sightlessnessand unsightlmess. I turned away from
the miserable creatures with a heart heuvy
with liopeleas sympathy and rain pity, and
with a conscience stricken for all my own sin*
of unthankfulnoas and discontent. And here
I may as well pause to remark hricliy on the
condition and appearance of the peasants in
the south of Ireland. Knowing that I could
not fairly judge of this class by the idle and
ragged crowd who gather round the coach or
car. in the towns and hamlets. 1 took occasion,
during iny stay at Cork, to visit several of the
country cottages of the working peasants, in
company with one of the landed proprietorsIn but one out of six did 1 find a regular fireplaceand chimney; in hut one was there a
window of glass, and that consisted of a single
pa no. I Ito other* Nad.with tic exception of
(ho door, ami u holo in the roof, from which
the smoke, after wandering at it* own sweet
will through the cabin, found it* way out.no
opining wliiitoicr, for light or \entilatioo But
I forget.we did remark a sort of improvised "

window in one other. In a low. miserable
hovel, belonging to a carman, we found a
horse occupying full a third of the scant room,
and above his manger a small opening hud
been mode through the mud wall, the good
man having found thut the health of the animal
required what himself and his family lived
without.air To the mistress of this uniquehabitation, whose one apartment served for
kitchen, sleeping-room, stable, ami hall, I said,
in horrified amazement, "How is it (sissible
you cut) Bv,! with that horse ' " " Sure, miss,
lie's no tkrouble. she replied; "and it's little
room he tukee, after all; for the (hilder can
sleep on the straw, under him, just, and creepbetween his legs, und he «mr harming them
at all, the sinsihle cratur It is a common
thing to see hens drying their feathers by the
gonial peat-glow, and pigs enjoying the pleasuresnf the domestic hearth. In another cabin,
wo found two curious old crones, living together,on apparently nothing, who loaded
us with blessings in the original tongue, ami
actually went on their knees to oiler up thanksgivingtor a tew half-p-nee, which we gave as a
consideration for intruding on tlieir retirement

\'ot. though living in low. smoky, ill-ventilatedcabins.often with mouldering thatches
iiimI ill ways witli dump curth-lhsirs, witli a

|mnil <ii' stagnant water or a dunghill before
the d'Mir.though themselves ill fed ami but
half clad, it is a singular tact that the peasant*of Southern Ireland are apparently a healthfulami hardy race Vim occasionally see fine
specimens of manly and childish beauty amongtfieut; but u pretty Irish peasant girl we found
the rarest of rara-avise*. There are some
families of Spanish origin alsmt liantrv, and of
these we encountered one or two dark-eyed,olive-cheeked beggar hoys, who seemed to have
leaped out of one of Murillo* pictures. The
|»ohcemeri everywhere are a particularly linelookingset of fellows.indeed, none hut wellmade,tall, and jKwerful men have any chance
of enrolment in this honorable, terror-inspiring,
omnipresent eorps The professional lieggara
of Ireland seem a peculiarly boneless ami irredeemableclass.not because of the poverty of
the country ulone, hut from their own inherent
and inherited idleness and viciousness. They
are persistent, pertinacious, sometime* impudent,ami often quick-witted ami amusing. A
friend of ours was waylaid by a certain " truldy "

woman, with an unlimited amount of ragged
responsibilities at her heels. On hearing her
doleful story, our friend advised the fair utenilicuntto take refuge in the (sior-house. '' The
|ssir-house!'' she exclaimed, " suro it's meself
that kcefis the poorest house in all Cork, yer
honor." I was amused hy un ap|ieiil made hy
an elderly damn to one of our leilow-passenger*: ''Here's a fino fat gentleman ; sure he'll
give a sixpence to a poor bony body that Iiiuui t
broken her fast at all the day."

If you wish to take a meditative walk among
the hills, the chances are that you will return
with a considerable ragged. retinue; hut the
larger detachment* of thin ignoble urmy of
alms-seekers are stationed along the public
mad* They make their Htartling sorties froiu
the most lonely, wild, and inaccessible places
like Ktslorick hint's iiioii. they lean up front
'copse and heath".every rock hides awaitingmendicant, and every tuft of broom stirs as
we approach, with a lurking tatterdemalion
They leap tin your way from Itchiml walls, and
drop down upon you from overhanging trees.
small toot-pads, or rather jMuhlien, w ho present
palms instead of pistols, and blarney and worry
you alike out of pence and patience.

After a day of Wet and weary travel, through
a melancholy country, we enjoyed to the utmostthe beautiful appioach to Hantry, under
a clear and sunny sky. and welcomed with enthusiasmthe sight of its lovely and fnmnus hav.
Hut even this bright vision was soon eclipsed
bv OlPDgariff, where we sjient the night. In
nil thin land. I have wen nothing to compare
with the glnrinu* bounty of that place. In all
the milemn shadow* of it* wild loncline**, the
lark deep* and frowning height* of it* grtuilour,in all the aweet light* of it* lovelinc**, it
live*, and must ever live, in my charmed memoryhut to picture it in word* I dure not attempt.

Alter dinner, though alight rain van falling.we took u row around the hay, and renamedon the water until the night set in. I
think we *hall none of u* noon forget that row
ver the smooth and *ilent hay, in the ruin
ind deepening twilight, under the nhadow* of
mountuin and rock. The scene would have
boon too wild, Holcmn, and awfully lonely, hut
lor the peculiar wit and atory-telhng talent of

"Jerry,' our guide and hehn*man. He entertainedua with wmic wonderful legend* of u
certain Father Shannon, u pric*t, and a famou*
character in thi* region ahout half a century
ago. One anecdote ilhiNtrative of the holy
tnan'a quick-wittedncn*. impressed me a* an

imttance of "'cutcne**" pawing the "cutene**".qC- Yankee*. "The good father." *ay*
Jerry, " wo* one day tiahing, in hi* hoat, on

the hay, when he hoard a *warm of he« huttingahout him. Then ho hegin* to rattle with
a knife, or Hpoon, in an iron kettle he had with
him in the hoat, till ho feel* that all the bee*
have nettled on hi* shoulder*. Then he alyly
rcuohe* hack, and takewbold of the tail of hi*
*hirt, (l*'gging your pardon, ludie*!). and hu
suddenly turn* it over hi* head, bee* and all,
and put* it into the kottle, which he ooverx
ever in a necoud just, and mi he take* the
whole *w u rui to Lord Kan try, ahd nella theui

1


